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~lnc cormcah amorie of 


or good Umcelethbbe, vfc your leggcs, take the ftart 
way, myconfcicnce fayesnos take heede 
\itzAzhQwd\Iobbe, orasafore-faidehoneft LamceUt lobbe 
not runne, fcornc running with thy hcelcs; well, the mortem? 

g.ousfiendb!dsniepacke,/^fayestheficnd,awavfavesthefi^^^^^^^^ 

for the heauens roufe vp a braue mindc fayes the fiend, and run?’ 
well, my confcicnce hanging aboutthc neckcof my heart fj! 
very wifely to mcc: my honefi friend becino an hoS 

mansfonne. or rather an honeft womans fonne, forindeedeJ 
father did Ibmething finackc, fomething grow to 5 he had a kindc 
u ’'Tt’ confcicncc fayes UmceUt bouge not, bouoc faves 
thehend, bouge not rtiycs my eonfcicncc, confcicnce ftyl'/ou 
comifaile wcl.fiend fay I you counfailc well.to be ruld by my con 
/ciencc, I flipuld ftay with the Icwe my Mairtcr, (who God blelTe 
tfie marke) is a. kjndc of dcuill 5 apd to runiie away from the lewe I 
fhould bemicd by the fiend, who fauing your reucrcncc is the de. 
mil himfelfc : ccrtainely the Icwe is the verv deuill incarnation and 
tnmy confcience, ray confcicnce is butakinde of hard confei- 
ence, to offer to counfailc mcc to ftay with the lewe; the fiend 
glues the more friendly counfaile: I will runne fiend* my hecks 
arc at your cominaundcment, 1 will runne. ^ 


^nteroldGohhomthahashet. 

Mairtcr young-man, you I pray you, which is the way 
to JVlaiftcr Icwes ? - / 

^ Lmnceht. O heauens, this is my true begotten Father, who be- 
ing more th en Hind blindc, high grauell blind?, knowes me not, I 

will try confufions with him. 

to Maffter^c ws ' ^ ^«"'*<=man,I pray you which is the way . 

Launctlef. Turnc vp on your right hand at the next turning, 
ut at 1 1C next turning of all on your left v marr}" at the very next 

tuinnig tuinc ofno hand^ but turnc downe indircftly to the lewcs 
houfe. 

^ ^obbo. Be Gods fbnties twill be a hard way to hit, can y ou fell ^ 
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^ with him 


Imcelet- .. fir but a pootc roans Sonne , his Father 

Gebho. No Maiiler hr , but a^, ^„,croan, and God bee 
though I fay’t ‘s honelt exceeding p 

W& to F«te be wha. a «i», w« * ofyo^ng 

hmee. Ergo to Lei and defte- 

Fathcr. for the Xf ”S£f/??fifters tlirce,aL fucb braunches of 

r°g:i!“r.yCod Ma. .h. boy «a..hc veryflaffe ofn., 

feacuagdlcsbonaipoa. aflaffb, 

craprop : doc youknow me Father. ^ Gentleman, 

Cobh. Alackc the day, I kno J a butoulc aVmeot 

but I pray you tcU race, is my boy G O D rcU ms lomc 

Doe you not know roc FatbCT^^^ 

Cebbo. Alack fir 1 9m fand blind J know you . 

Lmicht. Nay.indccde ovvne 

of the knowing mcc i it is a wife fonne eiuc 

. d,ild«. Wall, idc Ban, I«'ai.ellyoune»«^ 2 S^ 

IDeayoorblcHing. imcth will come to moa ” j ^ 

biailUng, aMimc! Sonne may.botro ihc cnac micmvvn 

PtayyourittUnavp,Iamfin:eyouatcnoti«»«'a* 

my boy. 


